EEMINISCENCES

we have got into our minds that, so far as literature is
concerned, a blustering adventurer must be always more
or less of an impostor. But nobody with the least in-
sight into human character could have been in the com-
pany of Richard Burton for half an hour without seeing
that underneath all his swagger and self-assertion and
eager desire to control admiration, there was an abso-
lutely fearless spirit and an abiding determination to be
accurate and literal in statement.

Burton went his wild way of travel and of adventure,
and for many years I lost sight of him altogether. Of
course I was always hearing of him and reading of him.
Burton never kept the world waiting very long for
some tidings of his whereabouts. When we did meet
again I met a man strangely soberised and calmed down
in temperament and manner from the Richard Burton
of my earlier acquaintance. During this latter period
we met at the houses of many London friends, most
often, I think, at the house of my friends Dr. George
Bird and his sister Miss Alice Bird, who were then
living inWelbeck Street. Burton had laid aside all
the rough, overbearing manners of the earlier days. He
had become quiet, even gentle, in demeanour, willing to
listen to anyone's views, although on subjects which the
'anyone' was not by any means likely to understand so
well as Burton did; modest of assertion, even when
dealing with regions and with themes which he himself
knew at first hand; patient of contradiction, even on
subjects of which he had made himself a master. What
had brought about this remarkable change ? I presume
one need have no great hesitation in ascribing it, above
all things, to the influence of the gentle, true-hearted
woman whom he had made his wife and Ms companion.
I have never seen a pair who seemed to be more com-
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